THE TRIANONS

Ministry of War will have nothing to say. They're not film-critics,
you know, and anyway one's always meeting idiots who put up capital
for films."

"Yes/3 said Jean-Noel, "but I shall need three hundred thousand
francs."

"Well, try and find them."

"The trouble is that I must have them within twenty-four hours,"
said Jean-Noel

He hesitated^ swallowed, and added: "Because there are three
hundred thousand francs' worth of cheques issued without funds to
meet them. And I'm in danger of being prosecuted."

"Oh, that too?" Simon cried. "Better and better."

"Couldn't you ..."

"Do what?"

"Well, help me with the three hundred thousand?"

"Really, my dear Jean-Noel, that's going a bit far," Simon replied.
"It seems to rne I've already done a good deal for you. I'll do every-
thing I can to see that you don't have any trouble with the State. But
over the other matter it's no use counting on me."

Jean-Noel, his heart beating wildly, his face drawn with anxiety,
raised his head and assumed an assurance he was far from feeling.

"But it would be on the security of part-ownership of the film."

"Really, Jean-Noel, don't trifle with me."

Jean-Noel felt his back grow clammy. He got to his feet, tried to
look certain of himself, went to the window and gazed vaguely out
across the gardens. Simon watched him with a mixture of pity, con-
tempt and irrepressible tenderness. He could not help liking the boy,
because he was young, because he was weak, because he was the last
of a family of which he, Simon, had known three generations. "As long
as the boy doesn't go and do something stupid, put a bullet in his head,
like his father... He's got the same nervous sensibility, without the
honesty or the intelligence..."

Meanwhile Jean-Noel was gathering all his powers of anger and
hatred against Simon. "Here's a man," he thought, "who has power,
lives expensively and can exercise every sort of influence, who owes his
position to my father, who betrayed my grandfather, who sleeps with
my sister, and yet refuses to find three hundred thousand francs to save
me. So much the worse for him. I shall show no mercy. I have the
right to use any weapon I can."

He turned round, trembling yet aggressive, doing his best to maintain
an outward calm.

"If I can find absolutely no other way," he said, "a newspaper has
offered me three hundred thousand francs for my reminiscences of the
time I was your driver."

Simon's first reaction was a desire to smack Jean-NoeTs face.  He
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